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LITTLE FRANCE
A ROMANCE OF THE DAYS WHEN "THE
GREAT LORD HAWKE" WAS KING OF THE SEA
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A .!hor of "Conituodore fiul Jones," "Reubfn Jjuics," "t'or tlie nteedom

c( the Sea," clc.

Copright, HCI.tir l. Appleton ACo., .New Tork.

(Chapter XVII, continued)

He stood, with the teals tricMn.
down his rugged old face, a picture o
bhani nnd sorrow.

Oue by one the big puns that rlngou
the city ceased to pour their shot up-

on the town, as the English saw the flag
come down. Although the heavj
smoke still huiiR low in the sodden air,
a silence ominous and gloomy for the
Frenchmen succeeded the rour of the
cannonade. The whips in the. harbor
were soon black with moil. From the
meadow on the Plains of Abraham
fhe sound of cheering could br heard
faintly, and down by the St. Charles
Kate, whore the columns of the Eng-
lish were massed, came hack an echo
of the joyful Hound. It was the death-kne- ll

of the province.
Maj. Joannes, reluctantly comply-

ing, while bitterly protesting, was dis-
patched with a white Mas to Oen.
Townshend's headquarters. With the
cessation of the bombardment the
townspeople. regardless of the rain,
poured Into the streets. The plateau
in front of the chateau was soon filled
with people .shouting, gesticulating,
laughing, crying, .sobbing like mad.
The Rrim old governor, with the offl-ee- is

about lilm, stood at the foot of
the flagstaff looking over ihat marvel-
ous prospect which should never again
belong to France. Presently Joannes
returned

"The. terms, major?" cried the gov-
ernor.

"The garrison io march out with
the honors of war. with their arms,
two pieceq of cannon, and 20 rounds;
af'erward to be transported to France
with such of the townspeople as choose
to go with (hem. The free exercise of
our religion permuted and the rights
?nd property of the people respected."

And the alternative, monsieur?"
"Immediate attack."
' Have you the paper?"
"Within my breast, sir." answered

Joannes.
"hot us go (o the rbateau; we will

sign it."
Presently the two reappeared on the

tsrrace.
"Say to the English that th people

are starving, and ask them in the name
of the women and children to send us

to eat at once." said the
governor.

Toannes saluted, turned away, and
was gone The people watched him
disappeai in silence.

CHAPTER XVIII.

Till' P'.AV. TIIK STAKK. AND THII
T'LA YICKP

whal of tbc
MHXWHILK. and Capt

had passed
throuth a u-- ok of such

mingled emotions such alternations of
')' and sorrow, of loe and

of remembrances nnd anticipa'ton, as
colli J scauely be described.

When the woman he loved left him
alone tbc night he recognised her. after
that rapturous exchange of kisses,
Grafon felt himself transported to
Heaven Ho forgot, in the happiness
consequent upon his discovery of her
Identity the un-Ia- l antagonism which
should In-- between them, ho forgot
the great gulf of war which held them
asunder, he even forgot the engage-
ment of Anne to de Vitro. Hut the
next morning, when the first glow of
his passion had left him. he was
enabled to view things in a clearer
light

Ho carefully took account of the dif-

ferent obstacle which separated, or
might tend to separate, him from the
woman he loved He intended to win
her. come what might, ami as the
campaign was like to prove a diffi-

cult one, in which tho odds were
mainly against him, it behooved him
to take stock of all opposition nnd
carefully look over the field. He must
tlink, he must plan, lie must leave
no stone unturned, lose no point in the
game.

first of ail he was an American,
and that was different Irom an Eng-
lishman Anne although she showed
little of it to a easua inspection, was
an American as well. That was a
point gained. The war, ho believed,
would presently be over. That was
another point in his favor. If she
loved him if she loved him! Who
could doubt it after laet night? Hut
did she love him enough to brave the
Biiger anil defy the opposition of her
grandfather? Did she love him enough
lo marry hlni In despite, of country',
nationality. public opinion? He
thought so.

She had great pride of race, and
'rnm the French point of view she.
would be condescending Ineffably in
marrying a mere commoner. For the
matter of that, he thought, In his lov-

ing humility, that no man was tit to
possess this ptiieless jewel of woman-
hood. He placed her upon a level so
high that she would hae been com-
pelled to condescend to marry even a
king, much leas a simple American
gentleman. Marriage with him meant
for her the renunciation of title, rank,
station, possessions, country, family,
friends, traditions--h- it piled up the
ratnloguo of sacrifices involved, In
Bloomy. g humility
.Still, other women had done such
things; these wore not Insuperable
obstacles,

Tho last difficulty was tho greatest.
Thero was de Vltre a stumbling,-bloc- k,

Indeed. No man could have
done moro for another than he had
done for the young Frenchman. He
had twice saved his life, he had es-

tablished his honor, and, by a singu-
larly Ironic trick of fate, hn feared hi
had bean the moans of bestowlug uvin
him tho hand of tho woman thoy both
loved.

His own sense of thn obligation he
hnd conferred upon that young
frenchman lay heavily upon bin soul.

BY

He could not demand from him freely
or even take from him by forco what
be would have wrested cheerfully from
another. A benefit conferred, however
it may be considered by the recipient
as a benefit forgot, invariably estab-
lishes a sense of obligation on him
who confers It, Therefore, de Vitro
was an obstacle of the most, serious
moment to tho future progress of his
happiness. How to contend with him
he knew not. Certainly he could not
make the relinquishment of the
Frenchman's deBlre for Anne the price,
or tho reward, of his own past serv-
ices. A genuine man, h- - could not
even hear to have these services men-
tioned; and that they so persistently
remalnod in his thoughts gave him
honorable uneasiness. A very exalted
and chlvalric nature had Philip Graf-
ton. He was particularly nice on tho
point of honor.

That was not all either, for con-

nected with de Vltre was the honor of
the de Hohans. Anne, in the most
public manner and of her own free
will, had betrothed herself to the
young Frenchman. She hail volun-
tarily entered upon the relationship
and assumed tho obligation. Her
sense of honor was not less keen than
his. She was a woman, ho remem-
bered, imbued with all the traditions
of that race whose proud boast it wns
that, while ihey had not been born to
the kingly degree and they would not
condescend to the princely rank, yet
they were Hohans. Was Anne capable
of sacrificing her word for her love?
It was doubtful.

The last consideration that arose in
his mind was an acute conjecture that
the marquis would not be much bet-

ter satisfied with de Vitro tor a suitor
for his granddaughter than he would
have been with Grafton. The old
man probably, nay. certainly, had
formed his own plans, and there was
without doubt a third suitor of his
personal choosing awaiting Anne in
France. This meant much. If Graf- - !

ton could succeed in matching the j

marquis' determination against Anne'a
will-powe- r, between de Vltre and tho t

other, he might the more easily
achieve success i

He realized all these things, weighed
them carefully, considered them ex- -
kanstlvely, and racked Ills brain In an
endeavor to solve the proWcm. His
resolute determination van unabated j

That, his love, for her, and hor feeling
for him, were the three things he
counted upon to enable him to have
his way and win her for his own. Ho
was no longer a boy; he did not ap-

proach the problem lightly and cam- -
lessly, but with a deliberate calmness
which outwardly belied his passion.
He was a man thoughtful by nature
and strengthened in character by tho
responsibilities of his position as the
captain of a ship, and he deliberately
determined to win the person, a.s hn
already possessed the heart of the
French girl.

It was a sort of game he played,
with her for the stake. The grim old
marquis, with his pride of race, fam-
ily and nation, and his ardent patriot-
ism; the handsome, dashing young Ca-

nadian, the unknown suitor, who was
sure to be a man of parts and condi-
tion, and the stubborn, determined lit-

tle englishman would all prove fa-

mous players Whiih would win?
Well, come what might, Grafton al-

ready had Anne's heart, de Vitre her
promise, the marquis her duly, and
the unknown as yet, nothing. The
heart was the strongest card, he de-

cided
Of her love he felt no doubt, but

love and marriage wore two things
that rarely went together in the mind
of the high nobility of France In thouc
days. Hut stay! Anne was different.
As a child, when he had known her
best, she had known none of these
disagreeable convenances of the so-

ciety of her day. Had bur sojourn in
Canada, her entrance into the gay lit-

tle world of New France, affected a
revolution of her rhaiacter? He did
n't believe so.

These were torturing questions all.
Eoniiig found him still thinking of
them and thinking alone. His wants
had been nttended to by Johcttc or
.lean-Renau- now allowed fteo access
to him. His anxious Inquiries for the
countess had been met by the state-
ment that nil ii was ill and could not
come to see him a declaration which
added alarm to his longing and disap-
pointment. His progress toward re-

covery had been rapid, but on the sec-

ond day of her continued absenco from
his room he nearly fretted himself In-

to a fever He found that he could be
more calm and cool In theory than In
practice. Dr. Arnoux looked very
grave when he paid his nfternoon visit
that day, and, Ignorant of tho real sit-

uation, npoke some blunt words to
mademoiselle.

"This Englishman." ho said, "is pin-
ing, worrying, fretting. Unless some-
thing can bo done to restore his peace
of mind 1 fear tho consequences may
be serious; inflammation may set in
in his feverish condition, and then

His ominous gesture frightened her
greatly.

"Can't you, mademoiselle, cheer him
up, distract his mind In some way?"
ho asked.

Anno knew only too well what ailed
her patient. She had distracted him
too much already, possibly; yel, when
she heard of the threatened danger,
with her usual Impetuosity she threw
prudence to tho winds, broke her
promise io herself and fled to the
chamber He hrard her fleet stop on
the stair, and when she entered he
faced her fiom the pillow with such a
smile of hope and joy as completely
transformed him.

"Anne' Anne!" he murmured, re-

proachfully, "for. two whole days !

hav lain here alone thinking, think
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ing, thinking, .. .i..i.n. loving, nut.
I wonder I did not go mad! And yoi
never came!"

"I sent Josette, monsieur."
"Joscttel You might have sent

every woman, every messenger In the
orld, and I would have thought onlv

of you! How could jou be so
You love me, yet you loft me!"

"How can I love thn enemy of
France, monsieur?" she answered, gaz-
ing down upon him with eyes that
gave the lie to the cold words on' her
Una.

"1 know not how you can, but you
cannot deny that you do, Anne, sweet
Anne, you arc half American. This
land Is tho home of your mother. Let
It be the home of your heart, as well!"

"And my grandfather, the marquis?
Ho would never consent."

"Faith, your own consent Is all that
Is necessary, sweet heart. If you lovo
me enough "

"Hut I am betrothed to Monsieur de
Vitre."

"Why did you do it at the last mo-

ment, after you had recogniied me,
when fate happy fate threw mn at
your feet?"

"I I "
"You do not love, him, Anne, dearest?

Come, the truth! The de Hohans wero
fTer true, you fold me."

"Ah, monsieur, I respect and admire
Monsieur de Vltre. He is a brave and
noble gentleman."

"Yes, hut you do not love him?"
"How dare you catechise me In this

nmnner?" she cried, plteously, shrink-
ing from his persistent questioning.
"I will withdraw, sir. What warrant
have you "

Hut she mode no motion lo leave
the apartment On the contrary, he
saw her body sway uneasily toward
him. She could not control her feel-

ings. If he had not been so 111, so
weak, so pathetically helpless, he
would have appealed less strongly to
her, she might have resisted better.
She was augry at herself for her lack
of control, and bitterly mortified. Was
this man her master In truth? And
he wore another woman's picture!
Shame on her, shame! Could ho com-
pel her to break her word, defy every-
thing, and marry him against her will?
Ah. but was it against her will? There
was the rub

She stood helpless before him. The
whole current of her being flowing to-

ward him. only hor stubborn will and
pride holding hor back. Hut the strug-
gle could not be maintained for long.
He marked the risi and fall of hor
breast. Her fingers moved restlessly,
her knees trembled her eyes swam,
hnr color came and went. The con-

straint she was under was terrible.
The girl loved him with all her soul.

Yet she struggled on; she would not
yield. 'Twas an unequal combat. She
fought two: his will and her lovo. The
end was certain. He felt It was almost
cruol as he watched her and knew it
would come. All she needed In that
moment to btlng her to him was time
He was wise enough not to bo hasty.
He put equal constraint upon himself;
indeed, his love was no less than her
own.

"I have only the. warrant of my love
for you to plead my cause." he an-

swered at last.
"Have you loved mo all the time?"

she cried, coming a step nearer
"I know not." be answered honestly

before hor truth-compelli- gaze, "but
at least I have lned no one else, and

ir.ce the night in fhe tower there
has not been a day in which 1 have
not thought of you. Hut never in my
wildest visions did you appear so beau-
tiful as you are Anne, sweet
Anne! Dear Little France! My heart
know you. oven though my false eyes
told no story to my bewildered mind.
'Twas God that brought us together
again. We cannot be separated, my
sweet, my own!"

"Hut Monsieur de Vitro, my engage-
ment "

"I ak you again why it was you en-

tered upon it so suddenly?"
"I saw that locket you wenr over

your heart. Sir Philip, whose secret
you guard so jealously, from which you
will not be parted. You did not know
me. You had forgotten me. Thero
was so mo one else," she murmured.

i cannot marry the enemy or my
country 1 should be an outcast, de-

spised. You fainted in tho hail of the
chateau Monsieur de Vltre was there.
When I knelt bpstde you I I looked
at you. monsieur. I forgot myself a
little. I betrayed myself unsought
unknown even. Monsieur de Vltre
cried out before them all that I loved
you. Tho thought stung me my
pride, you know I could not bear It.
There was but one way Ho had be-
sought me for my hand. I dared not
trust myself before you unpledged.
They looked at mo so earnefetly. H
was a foretaste of what 1 should meet.
I stopped every gossiping tongue,
Rtlfled every suspicion by saying 'Yes'
to my bravo countryman. II do not
regret It."

8br forced herself to lift her head
and look at him white-face- d and trem-
bling. His bold? burning glances
plunged Ihiough her defense like a

word-blad- e.

"This from the truthful de Rohan!"
he murmured coldly, hut with a break-
ing heart. "If you looked at me dying
then and perhaps dying now after
that word If you looked at me then
as you look at me this moment, tnere
were no ground for de Vltre's suspi-
cion. Is this your fidelity! (Jo! You
have not -- you do not love me "

She hutted her face In her hands
beneath his stern ucrusing gaze -- his
reproaches snared her heart. She had
not told the truth to him.

"Go, mademoiselle!" ho routinued,
pitilessly, ruthlessly turning the
weapon he had thrust Into her heart,
"The other night--do- cs my Itaaglau-tin- n

mock me, or did I dream of
Heaven, of your kisses? Were tie Hps
that now betray those that met my
own? Was It thfft sweet head that lay
upon my breast? Was it all n vision?
Did I ever live for an hour with you
In that old dark tower by the sea?
Was I Indeed the knight of that gen-
tle child who wrapped herself around
my heart? You weep, mademoiselle.
Why? Happiness opens before you.
You are the betrothed of do Vltre "

"No more!" sho cried, tearing hor
hands from her face and springing to-

ward him. Kho seized his arm and
unwoitnded shoulder with a grasp that
was painful In Its intensity "No
more! No more! You torture ne be

yond endurance! TIs no dream. I

love jou, I adore you, my king, my
king! What aro country, aud grand-
father, and friends, nnd all the world
to me beside you I"

Shu bent hor glorious head once
moro and kissed him as sho had kissed
him In the moonlight two nights be-

fore. Had he won? This time he did
not lose control of himself. Sho was
living that moment In tho present, ho
could still, while sharing her emo-
tion, think of tho future. Ho would
strike at once.

"But de Vitro?" he exclaimed.
She drew herself away from him

slowly, roso tremblingly to her feet,
and looked down upon him ngaln.

"You remind mo," she said, broken-
ly, "of my word, my duty. I know
not how It Is," sho continued, "why I

am so weak before you Is It the
strength of your lovo or the strength
of mine? Hut I will be mistress of
myself. I cannot hreak my word. I

cannot break my old grandfather's
heart. I cannot dishonor the name of
my family. I am a do Rohan though
but a woman. 1 will not "

"Hear me. Anne!" cried Grafton,
stretching out his hand to Heaven,
"before God I swear you shall! You
shall break your word with do Vitre!
You shall put asldo your country!
You shall cross the will of your peo-

ple! You are mine by prior right. I

will make you do it! You shall be my
wife!"

"How, monsieur, will you bring
about these things?' she rriud boldly,
every nerve in her body thrilling and
quivering in passionate response; to
tho imperious affection in his words.
"What power have you'' What is it
that will give jou strength?"

"The power of love, Anne!" an-

swered Philip. "When two love each
other as wo lovo nothing can come
between them."

She looked long and earnestly at
him. He spoke the truth, and sho
knew it. yet with i he stubbornness of
a man and the devotion of a woman
she clung to her negation. Present-
ly, as ho said nothing further, she
turned to leave the room.

"Walt!" ho cried from where he lay
exhausted by his own feelings. "Re-for- e

you go. promise me that you will
come again? That each dny you will
let me sec you at least once?"

"I promise you. Sir Philip," she an-

swered, "but I rii'is have no more of
this Indeed. I cannot stand it. 'Tls
not right, it compute not with my
honot. You muM ;i omlse rnc, too. I

arn pledged so'i to .Monsieur do
Vitre."

She was almost irimble in hor peti-
tion, as if to sa "You have tha
power, you know n. oh. abuse it not.
If you indeed love the woman who haa
given you her hatt." Hor appeal
met with an immediate and generous
response from him.

"God bless you, Anne, for the saving
grace of that woid 'still'!" ho cried.
"I promise you. I Msall ask no kiss of
you, expect no car-s- s from you. beg no
further word of until your en
gagement with de Y:tre is broken."

"That will never ' monsieur," she
said sadly, yet .nclng heart and
cherishing hope fr his bold assur-
ance. "An reolr.'

With reluctant feet the girl turned
nnd left the chamber. She sank down
betore the prle-dle- u in the mom which
she had occupied since (.i.ifton came,
and poured out her soc' t tho mother
of sorrows in appeal ' i pi;y and
help. He loved her, O H ' Virgin,
and she loved him. Hi masterful he
was! He had sworn si.' would be his
wife. His wife, yet, e'.ng Heaven,
that other woman who- -' face he wore
over his heart! She t t the loco at
her breast in wjid and "aloes pain at
the thought. Was it p.- - 'Mo for a girl
to be at the same tint o happy and
miserable?

Poor Denis do Vitre!

CHAPTER MX.
AXNR Di: ROMAN S VP-- FA .l.

saw Umo de Rohan
QRAFTON (I i' She kept

and, touched
by hei depend noc, he did

the same. Yet not witrwu a struggle,
for the effoit told on each of them.
She had ventured into l..s room timor-
ously the next day. but .i he allowed
his love to express itse.f unly through
the medium of his ee which drank
In her beauty as the tic d the rain, sho
had become somewhat reassured, and
had not hesitated to con lo his cham-
ber more frequently.

It was lucky for hir. hat her rela-
tive had died before ho f dl at her door,
and It was ilso fortunate that, linoon-scloufcl- y,

tho frank fro. ' m of Anne's
American blood permit'cd her to do
things to which, as a Fn-nc- girl, she
could never have consi'u'ed. Sho was
thoroughly French Ji her emotions
and quite American In !.r Instincts a
delightful combination indeed.

Meanwhile, under the skilled nurs-
ing he received, aided by a sound and
vigorous constitution, be made rapid
progress toward rerovery from his
wounds. The first Mm- - ho eat up in
his chamber Anne happened lo be with
him. Jean-Renau- d had dressed him
and assisted him to a .cpaclous chair
which was placed near tho window
and from which ho hud a clear view
of tho street. The llt'l family, by
Anne's orders, had kept close at homo,
and the tremendous nvents which had
culminated in the cm render of the
town were as yet unknown to them.

Tho rain, which had been drearily
pouring down tor a duj or two, had

cleared away, and the September sun
was shining brilliantly outside. The
day was mild, the air balmy, and
Philip sat at the open window drink-
ing in tha freshness of the morning.
He looked handsomer than ever to
the girl who stood by his aide. The
unusual pallor of bis Illness had boon
modified and a faint flush of color
upon his pale cheek told of returning
health.

There was a blowing of bugles, a
rattling of drums, the sound of martial
music heard in (be street. Thoy
listened. It grew louder. Troops wero
approaching.

"Those are not French drums," said
Grafton. "Hark! 'Tls n English roll!
They are playing the Hrltlsu Grena-
dier! What hus happened?"

Ho leuncd forward anxiously, but
Auno cheeked his motion to rise, nnd
thrust her head out of the window.

"Soldjtra am approaching," iho said.

"Yes," ho cried. "Their uniforms?"
"They wear red coats and shining

cops. They nre English. They aro
coming nearer. You can see them In
a moment. What can It be?"

"'Tls a surrender!" cried Philip

"Alas! yes, It must bo so," answered
the girl, turning toward him.

"Forgive my Inconsiderate triumph,
Anno," h answered softly, slezlng her
hand and carrying It to his lips.

fihe covered her faco with her other
hand and the tears trickled silently
down her cheeks, while, thn advance
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guard of the Hrltlsh Grenadiers coming
to take possession, marched gaily by
amid the silence of tho people looking
gloomily on.

There was a step outside on the stair.
De Vitre, pale anil haggard, entered
the room.

"Monsieur do Vitrei" cried the girl,
surprised and disquieted. "What
moans this unrerernonlous entrance?"

"Mademoiselle Anne," answered tho
Frenchman, bowing profoundly, "forgive
my haste, the city haa surrendered.
The English troops are approaching.
I came to protect you, fearful lest "

"The English soldiers war not upon
women, Monsieur de Vitro," inter-
rupted Grafton sharply, loaning for-
ward, his faio full of color at the
presence of his rival. "Resides, I am
here "

' Hut you are Hi, sir, and while I

lespoct tho English Holdlers, thoro are
always evil-mind- persons in the
wake of an army, and surrender brings
on' all tho Mous elements in our
own population. I lovo Mademoiselle
do Rohan, ns yo'i know. Sho Is be-

trothed to me I am but this moment
released by tho governor. Naturally
I ramo to her."

"And you are right, Monsieur do
Vitre. I doubt not I shall need your
protection," said Anne, determined at
last that aft should bo ended now.

"Mademoiselle, you honor me," cried
the delighted Frenchman. "I hope to
deserve your confidence now and al-

ways."
In spite of his jealous anguish, Philip

could not refuse to accord his rival a
meed of praise. Ho was a tall, hand-
some, gallant-lookin- g sailor, whoso
every movement was full of grace.
There was no doubt as to the depth of
lv.s affection for Anne do Rohan either.
A herd task indeed was before Master
Philip Grafton.

"Oh, Mademoiselle," continued do
Vltie, Kteppln.! nearer hor and seizing
her hand, "you made me so happy by
what you .'aid in the chateau. I have
chafed in my restraint, wondering if
it wore true, fearful that I have
dreamed it For what had I dono to
deserve it?"

"Monsieur," said Aune quickly,
catching sight of Grafton's clinched
hands and convulcsd face, which noth-
ing but his own passion kept from tho
observation of the Ftenehman. "Mon-
sieur, I seize the first opportunity to
say what I had scarcely time to

or what you probably did not
comprehend, when I bestowed upon
you my hand I bine given my prom-
ise to you, and tha' promise I moan
to keep, but, monsieur, there Is an-

other who must be consulted. Tho
Marquis de C'habot, my grandfather;
tho ultimate disposal of my hand and
fortune rests with him. Hefore the
engagement is ratified or--- in short,
monsieur, I beg you to treat me as
your friend, until you have gained the
consent of the head of my house to
this marriage. "

A load that hud crushed Philip to the
earth was lifted from his heart a.s

ho heard these words. It was a respite
!.he was giving him. At least ho would
not have the torture of tho thought
that the Hps which had molted upon
his own should quiver, however

under the touch of do Vitre
not yet.
Time, only give him time. He

would find a way to take her, oven
if he had !o snutch hor from tho very
heart of France, from tho steps of tho
throne even. He breathed again as he
listened.

"At least," murmured do Vltre, who
was visibly disconcerted by this de-

liberate statement from tho woman
ho loved, "at least say that you lovo
me."

Philip's heart stood still for u mo-

ment; but tho girl was equal to tho
situation.

"Monsieur," she answered. "I did
not say that in the hall, I can not say
it now. I respect you, I esteem you."

"Is thoro any other one?" ho cried
jealously.

"Monsieur do Vltre, thero is no gen-
tleman of France who stands higher
In my regard than you do; let that
Biiflico you, sir."

Whether he noticed the equivocation
or not sho could not tell, for she gave
him no opportunity to Interrogate her
further. "You must prcbs mo no moro,
monsieur," sho added, "I have said
enough."

"Good God, do Vitro!" exclaimed
Grafton Impatiently at this moment
"Aren't you satisfied with what you
have, man? Half of Now France is
filled with envy and would fain stand
in jour shoes, I warrant you."

"Monsieur Grafton," cried do Vitro
haughtily at this unheard-o- f Interrup-
tion, "by what right do you presume

but stop I forgot myself. You have
overy right. Say what you will, cap-
tain, I can not forgot that 1 owe yon
llfo, liberty, and lovo! I can never
repay you, but upon tho honor of a
Canadian, a Frenchman, you can ask
nothing of that I will not grant"

The truth that, was behind the. grate-
ful words sealed Grafton's Hps. For
tho moment he almost wished he hnd
not Interfered to save his rival's life
but ho Instantly put tho thought away
aa tinwoithy a gentleman.

"'Tls nothing," ho murmured, "you
would have dono as much for mo, for
any man. You put too much value "

"Mademoiselle Anne," cried .losetto,
entering the room In great agitation,
"a messenger from tho Monsieur do
Ramesay!"

Anno tool: the paper and tore it
open.

"A summons, gentlemen!" she said,
"tho governor requires me and my ser-
vants to attend him at once, at the
Chateau St. Louis. He thinks we will
be safer with him. He knows of your
presence. Monsieur de Vitre, for he
says you will escort us."

Anne was clad to have the scene
over. The emotions of the last few
moments had been almost loo much
for her. As Josetfo brought her hat
and wrap she turned to Grafton, ex-

tending her hand.
"Farewell, monsieur'" who said.
" 'Tls not good-by- Mademoiselle do

Rohan!" cried Grafton, seizing her
hand, "I shall see you again!"

"I shall always be glad to see you,
monsieur," she answered simply, bit-
ing her Up to control Its quivering.
"Come, Monsieur do Vltre."

"My friend," said de Vltre, ere he
followed her from the room, "have
no anxiety. I will gee that some one
comes to you at once."

"Hut Mademoiselle do Rohan?" cried
Grafton.

"I will take care of her, monsieur,"
returned the Frenchman meaningly.
"Remember 'tis my right."

In one sense do Vltre was as good as
his word, for the room was soon filled
with English officers, who welcomed
Grafton ns one risen fiom the dead.
They had given him over for lost at
last, not having heard from him, and
lie had the pleasure later on of read-
ing his owti obituary In the general
orders commending his conduct on the
debarkation of the troops, which had
been published by the vice admiral.

Several days passed without his
seeing or hearing anything from Anne
de Rohan 'n pile of his inquiries,
day:; filled with the mtw consuming
anxiety. Yet ho had erdetvored to
be patient, having set himself resolute-
ly to get well, and bad made much
progress in recovering from his
wounds. He realized that he could not
afford to lose any time in the fight
for Anno. On the fourth day a note
was put into his hand:

"Philip, my Philip." It read, "my
knicht. my loe, I am nlling you so
for tho last tune Vh n you road this
I shall be far down the river on board
a ship for France. With the first of
the refugees 1 was permitted to go,
and forgive, mo. my own I could not.
trust myself to see you again. I will
not deny Indeed, how can I? that
I have loved you with a lovo that more
than matches your own. Yet you wear
one woman's picture over your heart,
dear, and I humiliate msef by send-
ing you this counterfeit presentment
of another. Alas, 'tis all of me that
you may ever have! Look upon It,
monsieur as you have loved mo in spite
of the other and then break It, and
forgot mo. Farewell!

"ANNE."
In a little diamond-studde- heart-shape- d

locket, which he had often soon
on her breast, there was a cunning
miniature of the woman he loved. He
pressed it to his lips and then slipped
it and the letter In a pocket near bis
heart. Then, with the assistance of tho
English .sailor who had been detailed
1o wait upon him, ho made ready to
lea0.

He looked long and earnestly thout
the room, hallowed by their meeting,
filled with blessed associations of her
presence, ere he crossed the threshold,
for he did not intend to return.

Ho was informed by Gen. Town- -'

shend, then in the pdtched-u- p Chateau
St. I.ouls. when h" teported to him,
that three days sim e. the first shipload
of fugitives who had chosen to leave
Canada rather than remain under th0
rule of the English, had departed.
Among i hem was Mademoiselle de
Rohan and her servants.

"Who commanded the cartel?" asked
Grafton.

"A Canadian officer, who was to be
exchanged in Europe."

"And his name, Gen. Townshend?"
"Lieut. Denis de Vitre, he Is called,

I believe," answered the young English
general, looking curicmslv at him. "H
the way, I have a paper for ou. You
are gazetted to the command of th"
frigate Maidstone, and ou a:e to
carr.v dispatcher to Sir Edward H.tw:,e
VIco Admiral Saunders also h

you to be given command ot the
first ship of tho line vacant, tr ur
distinguished services here. I

gratulate you, captain," added the gen
eral, handing him the paper.

"When does the Maldetonu fall, sir?"
"As soon as you are ablo to take her,

I believe. She has been provisioned
for her voyage and llrs in the basin.
She will be the first of the English
ships to get to sea. Another fast frig-

ate will be sent to Europe with dis-

patches, but Admiral P .Hinder th'tiks
it is of the utmost importance that
Hawke. who is blockading Ilrest. a.s

ou know, should be informed of the
fall of Quebec; and you arc to tell
lilm that Saunders will join him at the
earliest possible date, and with tho
combined fleets they may have a
chance to crush the French under Con-llan- s.

I suppose )ou will start In a
day or two?"

"I start now, at once, general."
"Hut your wound?"
" 'Tis nothing any longer. A breath

of sea a4r will set mo up agalu. Hy

the way. where was the cat tel. com-

manded by Monsieur do Vitro, bound
for?"

"For Hrost. He Is to be exchanged
there and the refugees landed."

"Ah! Aud his ship, general? Was
it a speedy one, do you know?"

" 'Tls said ho selected the speediest
Frenchman In the basin."

"And the Maidstone do you know
anything of her qualities?"

"The vice admiral told me that ho
had chosen the fastest ship In tho fleet
foi you. so you muy have a chance of
overhauling her, if you rare to. al-

though thoy have throe das' start.
Well, I wish you bon vcago. captain.
You will, of course, icport to Vice Ad-mlr-

Saunders before you leave.
Good-by- e "

"I wonder what he's up t0" thought
tho general, as Grafton saint. t irn- d
on his heel, and hurriedly lift the.
room.

CHAPTER XX

WET SirRKTH A.N't) FLOWING SKA!,
GRAY sky and an angry sea.A A solitary ship in the

waste of waters, -- tai'feririg
along in u roaring gale

from tho west; every rag of canvas
that rould safely be spread- - ay, and
even more urging her forward be
fore the fierce wind; driving h'r madly
through the tossing waves A lonely
restless man upon her deck pa sing
the long weary hours on the f roa On
looking e.iijerly ahead, over ni ea i

turning like a devotee his face to tho
oast, pointing his vessel toward t'ie
rising sun; though driven .vide bv Mm
happenings of the sea, returning 'o b,s
goal with the accuracy and 'lie

with which the prdar need e
swings toward its star

Some 200 leagues ahead of H e fri-
gate, with tho man on the knght-hcad- s

peering fruitlessly a roso ihe
dark expanse of tossing water another
vessel, driven In like manner adlly
pursued Its course for tho same des-
tination. As If conscious of Mie un-

wearying, indomitable purMi she,
too, made her way onward madly,
recklessly, crossing the great deep

Skill and seamanship of 'he highest
type were at her service af well A
willingness to drive war- - ft,, re n al-

most ns great a measure f r ti s ship
was homeward bound. V en she
dropped anchor in the .atrrs rf
Franc?, those aboard of her now held
prisoner by the heavy-linke- d cialn f
honor, would be free.

And a woman hii'ig over hr qi ar-t- cr

of 'he second ship listening indif-
ferently to words of sweetness re-

sponding not at all to passionate plead-
ings tiit fell upon hor ear a woman,
turning her eves back toward 'he west
gazing upon the setting sun thu' I ad
carried down to darkness with it I r
maiden heart;, a woman marK.ng 'he
long white wake of the ship, her sad-
ness growing greater, her regret deep-
ening, deepening with each -- wiMly
passing league.

And yet the lonely woman on 'ho
quarter-dec- k with the infreqioni sun-
light losing in'1 In her mlclnich' rar,
with her vt det eves stnrtng ta

backward backward, from "ft
a pale ice whosv. wMtenes3 matched
the foaming wae ".as draw 'tig in
as surely and irresititilv as the load-
stone the r.erdle. the eater man .nn
tho other ship

"I think t her" t.e n.n i iv M of
our observations, captain V1 l ice
we have had a double cl.e, ,. 0n hftn
by working them out independently "

"Yes, we have made no mistaKc, I

am sure, and yet there aro always
happenings for which allowan.e ni'V
be made; things th&t no mm. I no in-

strument, ran check on 'he sea "
"True, sir; but it has all been r'an

railing mi far, and the ai r j Kie
watered and handled this frlga'e (, ,

been u marvel to me, and I bar sai.f I

in many ships."
"Thank you. Rut I have an obiect

in it all."
"Of course, the dispatches to Sir Ed-

ward Hawke "
"Yes. that of coui-- e Do you khow

Hatfield. I haven i tn'u you Often and
it Isn t a thing il it a man 1. 'o
talk about. tn v I it o' 3

tell you nuw. I s ippose .i m

fact is that o.ir'M, you i w

one I've been tring to uuri-,-
There Is a lady a From h a ' n .& i
board of her and- - on see I n

five years ago when a ; n-- er
France and again in Canada -- jo1 - '

"1 see, sir," answ.'od Ha" .1 w,se
ly, filling in ins -- 'iperioi - i . e ,u, i
halting concltiMor. t th. in h 3
own imagination unci i. i wc, d see
her again .' Iqi . unbound."

"WITH ALL MV IDA Li

Grafton, whose face had flushed
deeply while he made his executive
officer the recipient of these strange
confidences, was greatly relieved at
his ready comprehension

"Yes, that's it," he answered grate-
ful for his lieutenant s tact nd I
mean to see her onre more, by heaven,
if I have to go into Hrest to do it'"

"All right, sir, m with you in any-
thing, And if I know our bull., s tor-war- d,

they'd like nothing hotter than
a dish at a Frenchman, for a. ship, a

"woman, or a
"That will do. Hatfield " remarked

Grnfton. with a slight touch of stern-
ness, "l hardly contemplate . ai ins
upon the men for any cutting-ou- t ex-
pedition in this emergoncj th. 'igh I
may want your help, my ftlend '

The friendship begun years since
between the two men had ripened into
Intimacy although Hatfield was much
tho junior In years as well as rank to
Grafton and the footing between
them when not on formal service waa
one of hearty affection and familiar
Intimacy. This was an unusual rela-
tionship between tho captain and flr-- t

lieutenant of n frigato. yet tho jouiu r
man never presumed upon it. and tl
older man never condescended on a

count of it, and no mischance had
arisen,

"And you shall have it. Oapt. Graf-
ton," replied the younger man, impul-
sively Might 1, without presump-
tion, ask the lady's name""'

"Do Rohan," answered Orafton,
"The Countess do Rohan, the grand-
daughter of the Marquis de Chabot- -


